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Flowers 


Author's Notes: 


Not sure what you might have thought of with the single prompt word "flowers" but | thought about this.. | 
hope you enjoy this short moment between young Eddie and Chris. Happy ficmas reading! 


A couple of camping lamps had been left in the area where they had finished filming the video to make sure 


that everyone could see where they were stepping and avoid leaving anything behind. 


The small crew that was there that day for the video had put everything back in the van. Stone and Jeff had 
already left in Stone's car. Matt and Mike were in the small truck with the rest of the people, ready to leave. 
They were waiting for Chris and Eddie. 


Chris found Eddie sitting next to a tree at the entrance of the forest. He was a bit far from the light and his 
head was hanging low. Chris picked one of the lamps and walked closer to him. Since the singer didn't move, 


Chris sat on his knees and put the lamp on the ground a few feet away. 


"Hey, we've finished packing the van" 

Eddie finally lifted his head up. He looked lost in his thoughts. 
"Oh, already? Shit, | wanted to help." 

‘It's okay, there wasn't much to bring back to the van" 


The orange glow of the lamp illuminated Chris‘ face from below in an unusual way. Eddie caught himself staring 


a bit too long. 

"You're good?," Chris asked. 

"Yeah, | think.. Yes." 

Chris was about to stand up but Eddie stopped him, putting his hand on one of his thighs. 
"Wait. | have something for you," Eddie said. 


Chris watched as Eddie reached with his other hand under his leather vest into the pocket of his plaid shirt. 
Left, then right, then left again. He was searching for something. 


Let's go to the van, there's light over there. You'll see what you're looking for." 

"No, not there. Wait." 

Eddie's voice was soft. He was almost whispering although there was no one around but the wild nature of 
Discovery Park at night was inspiring and humbling and Chris liked Eddie's voice even more when he spoke in 
this low and hushed manner. 

Chris wondered if he was speaking this way to him only. 

"Here," Eddie finally said. 


Chris looked down at Eddie's hand. He was holding blue flowers. 


"| picked them when we were filming in the field There were many but there are not very tall so they don't 


grow above the grass, | guess." 


The flowers had been squished a bit and their petals were a little wrinkled from having been kept in his shirt 


pocket for several hours. 


"I think they're lupine," Chris said. 


"| dont know the name. We have them in California too. I've never seen them in this color though: 
Chris took the flowers that Eddie was giving him and looked at his friend 

"They're almost the same color as the sea and the sky at dusk" Eddie added 

They were also the same color as Chris’ eyes, but he didn't say that 


Chris nodded, hoping that the partial darkness surrounding them would do a good job at hiding the hint of flush 


that was creeping across his face. 

"They're beautiful,” Chris replied. 

He examined them more closely. There were four stems of flowers. Chris picked two and motioned towards 
Eddie. The other singer didn't move so Chris continued and slid the hand in which he was holding the flowers 


under his leather jacket, searching for the chest pocket of his shirt. 


Chris placed the two flowers back into Eddie's shirt pocket. Then he put the other two flowers in the inside 
pocket of his own jacket. 


Eddie locked eyes with Chris. 

He was suddenly very aware of the warmth of Eddie's palm on his thigh. Maybe Eddie realized what Chris was 
thinking so he moved his hand away. He passed it in his long hair, pushing them out of his face and averted his 
gaze. His face turned to the side. For a moment, he focused on the darkness lurking behind the first rows of 
trees - as dark as Chris’ long curls. 

Chris bit back a smile at Eddie's skittish attitude. He liked it - him - way too much. 

"Thanks," Eddie said when he turned back and looked at him again. 

"For what?" 

"For letting me sing this song and be here with you." 

Chris shook his head as he stood up. 


‘lm just as grateful that you're around." 


He gave his hand to Eddie to help him up as well. Once he was back on his feet, Eddie patted the back of his 
long shorts to get rid of the dust and sand from sitting on the ground. 


Eddie glanced up at Chris who was now the one staring. The night air was fresh, mixing sea salt scents with 


earthy notes of moss and pine woods. 
"| could have fallen asleep here," Eddie said. "I like the sound of the sea and the waves. Reminds me of home." 
"| don't think you can camp and sleep here." 


"| know but.. What arm does it do? | slept on the beach a few times in San Diego. It feels cold in the morning 


but you feel alive when you wake up." 
The image of Eddie waking up in his arms, shivering, flashed through Chris‘ mind. 


He smiled and picked up the lamp and gestured for Eddie to grab the other one that was a little further. Eddie 
got the other lamp and joined Chris to get going. They stood in silence for a few seconds. Chris used his free 
hand to reach for Eddie's forehead and move a strand of hair out of his eyes. His hand threaded into the rest 


of Eddie's unruly mane. 

"The flowers’ color," Eddie started, "It's also like your..." 

"| know," Chris said without letting Eddie finish. 

Chris took a step closer and brought Eddie's face to his own He pushed his mouth on Eddie's parted lips and 
closed his eyes as he kissed him hungrily. This is what he had been wanting during the whole day, or more 
exactly during the last days and weeks and months he had spent with Eddie around. 


"When we get back in town, | don't think I'll be able to sleep," Eddie said when they broke the kiss. 


"| know... Me neither," Chris replied with a smile. 


